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Introduction
What happens when Cultural Studies takes aesthetics seriously, not as an investigation of art, or as a concern with beauty, but as a generative, form-giving mode of exploration and articulation? Or to put it slightly differently: what sorts of forms and genres has Cultural Studies generated in the past and what forms and genres might it produce in the future as part of its ambition and desire for a distinctive engagement with the world (both in academia and beyond that troubled terrain)? A central characteristic of Cultural Studies has been the range of tones of voice and forms of address it has adopted (people migrating to Cultural Studies from other disciplines often describe a sense of liberation in being able to write with different voices). It has often sought out complex ways of connecting divergent materials in the attempt to critically articulate a conjunctural moment. The striving for forms that are adequate and productive for Cultural Studies' ambitions needs to be seen as an on-going aspect of its project; the striving for forms that could communicate and constitute new audiences needs to be seen as part of its politics.
When in 1896 Georg Simmel announced a programme of sociological aesthetics, which could be seen as an important antecedent for Cultural Studies, he saw the project as having at least two elements. On the one side it was clear that sociality can be discovered in all aspects of life and that these aspects were often aesthetic in nature because they produced sensation, feeling and experience: 'Even the lowest, intrinsically ugly phenomenon can be dissolved into contexts of colour and form, of feeling and experience, which provide it with exciting significance' (Simmel, 1968, p. 69) . On the other side, aesthetic inclinations also exist within disciplines like sociology which establish specific procedures of research and forms of presentation that, while facilitating certain kinds of understandings, discourage others. For Simmel a love of symmetry can be found in academic conventions and procedures that want to match too perfectly an explanation with a phenomenon. One way of seeing Simmel's project is that he treated social life as having a distinct aesthetic force (the sensational conditions of the modern metropolis, for instance), and that he crafted new aesthetic forms or vehicles for apprehending and describing these forces. One of these vehicles was the short essays that he called Momentbilder sub specie aeternitas (a compound of German and Latin, meaning, literally, fleeting images or snapshots seen from the perspective of the eternal). In these essays he could take seemingly banal and inconsequential phenomena (new fashions, for instance) and treat them with a gravity that was usually reserved for materials already deemed important (the political concerns of the day, morality, religion, and so on). You can see the same gestural reflex in Roland Barthes' little mythology essay from the 1950s, where he treats plastic as if it were a product of Greek mythology (Barthes 2012, pp. 193-5) . Today, 120 years later, after decades and decades of cultural journalism where such riffs are the bread and butter of colour supplement magazines and blogs, we hardly notice that this was once a deliberately contrarian manoeuvre.
To write about the aesthetics of intellectual work today has an almost nostalgic feel to it. It was in the early 1970s when the critical theorist of history, Hayden White, suggested polemically that 'the best grounds for choosing one perspective of history rather than another are ultimately aesthetic or moral rather than epistemological ' (1973, p. xii) . Looking back, you could see this as a moment of a general 'cultural-ing' of the human and social sciences. It was the moment of the cultural turn or the linguist turn, and the beginning of all those other turns that have kept us in a spin ever since. It was part of the ground that allowed Cultural
Studies to have such ascendency in the 1980s and 1990s. Hayden White had announced his project on historical poetics in the mid-1960s and, as part of his analysis of what historians were up to, he offered a veiled invitation or challenge for historians to adopt more radical poetic forms:
When many contemporary historians speak of the 'art' of history, they seem to have in mind a conception of art that would admit little more than the nineteenth-century novel as a paradigm. And when they say that they are artists, they seem to mean that they are artists in the way that Scott or Thackeray were artists. They certainly do not mean to identify themselves with action painters, kinetic sculptors, existentialist novelists, imagist poets, or nouvelle vague cinematographers. (White 1966, p. 126) In the heyday of poststructuralism, especially in the work of writers like Derrida, Irigaray, Cixous, and Lyotard, and in the work of those who were drawn to their mesmeric light, academic writing sometimes did feel as if it was riding the same poetic wave of energy as 'action painters, kinetic sculptors, existentialist novelists'. Or failing that, sharing the same poetic energy as an obscure sub-genre of sci-fi.
In the reaction against those heady days of poststructuralism various fields in the humanities and social sciences instituted a return to the empirical, a return to history (for instance, in film studies). The academy was sobering up. It was a twelve step programme: one day at a time; one funding bid at a time. Don't go off the rails. Easy does it now.
Disciplining the World, Describing the World
Of course it isn't true that there is the world on one side, in an infinitely complex, sensorial, and chaotic state, and the academic disciplines on the other side, busily finding patterns and shapes so as to bring order to the chaos, but jettisoning a mass of living and lively intricacies in the process. It isn't true because those forms of editing, of abandoning, of ignoring, and of finding order and reason amongst the vast complexity of the world is also what we do all the time in our everyday lives. In daily life, though, we call it for what it is: practical life or getting on with getting on. In the disciplines we dress it up as something more profound: epistemology, methodology. We can't get up in the morning if we are too profoundly aware of the connection between our meagre resources and the global military-industrialentertainment-nature-exhausting complex. We can't finish that funding bid or journal article if we are too profoundly aware of what we have to bracket-out simply to describe something as 'cultural'.
As White says there is no absolute reason why the narrative forms of William Makepeace Thackeray are epistemologically superior or inferior to the fragmentary narrative forms supplied by Jean-Luc Godard, or those uncanny durational forms of Chantal Ackerman, or the peripatetic trajectories of Med Hondo. They will, however, have different affordances, different capacities, and establish different states of reception. Here is not the place to compile a complete audit of Cultural Studies' genres and forms of intellectual work (if such an undertaking was possible), but it is worth noting some of its major accomplishments in this area, and some of the emergent forms that are currently appearing, as well as highlighting some of the areas of creativity and experiment that deserve to be revived.
One of the textual moods that has often characterised Cultural Studies' work, and is the signature style of a writer like Stuart Hall, is the combination of intellectual, political, and moral seriousness with a lightness and looseness of presentation and performance. Hall's prose consistently undermined the institutionalised academic conventions that were often its setting (the conference paper, the journal article, the keynote presentation), as if to insist that intellectual work always needed to outdistance its academic performance. Hall's prose was vocal (and its foundational orality wasn't simply due to the circumstances of its production as 'talks'), it deployed contemporary vernacular turns of phrase, and nimbly traversed diverse bodies of knowledge: and it was also profoundly serious and ambitious in its intent. 
Angles and Orchestrations
The world is phenomenal. Before it is meaningful, before it settles into opinion, it exists as energy, as forces of attraction and antipathy, as constellations of materials and rhythms, as orchestrations of moods and feeling. We are thrown into a lively complexity; a hot mess. The angles matter of course. You can see the choreographies, the ways that angles and velocities intersect and diverge if you look hard enough, if you listen for the testimonies. For some, the actuality of angles is impossible to avoid.
It's 6.45 in the morning. The commuters are gathered on the station platform waiting for their train. They are steeling themselves, gathering themselves together, to face a day directed from elsewhere. They are foggy from sleep. They are marshalling capacities, assembling a self out of a patchwork of habits. The tangle of last night's dreaming is gradually being discarded, cast adrift. Caffeine seems to help. Slightly to the edge of this mass of office workers is a small group of revellers on their way home from whatever nightclub they have been dancing their night away in. Their clothes hang differently: while the office worker's clothes are still struggling to reach a companionable compromise with the contours of bodies, the night-clubbers' clothes have completely surrendered to their hosts.
They have settled. The revellers are sleepy too, they are foggy. But unlike the office workers they are eagerly edging towards their tangle of dreams.
The two groups are moving through this same space at a different angle. Is one coming down from kissing the sky? Is the other coming up, preparing grudgingly to become 'match fit' for the world of work? Different energies and qualities are coursing through neural systems: the revellers are still channelling the syncopations of electronic dance music, but only just; the office workers are animated (but only just) by short and long-term plans of achievements, of hopes and dreams realisable at work or delayed for the evening, the weekend, the holiday, the retirement plan.
I read a writer (Sara Ahmed) describing the angles and orchestrations of rooms and of tables that gather people around them in acts of repetitive arranging, so that lines are drawn and angles produced (2006) . She describes the production of 'straightness', of compulsory heterosexuality, as a story where orientations, angles and direction are orchestrated through objects that are gathered together (tables, chairs, family members, family photographs, mementos) and which then gather together ways of being, ways of moving through a life, a space. In such spaces, in such gatherings, not to fit the orientations of the arrangements is to queer the pitch, to be placed as out of place and to find that your directions, your angels are askew.
I read a writer (Garnette Cadogan) who loves to walk; he likes to get to know cities through his perambulations. He tells the online world of how he used to walk through the dangerous suburbs of Kingston, Jamaica where he might be killed for wearing the signs of a wrong political affiliation or not wearing the colours of a right one. I read how he learnt to negotiate danger, recognise its signs and ameliorate its effects (he had an act where he would appear deranged so as to ward off threatening people who became curious about him). But he was just as adept at attuning himself to possible companions 'when the cadence of a gait announced friendliness' (Cadogan 2016) . He had learnt a pedestrian poetics that could practice a hasty exit without appearing hurried and a dawdling set of diversions so as to linger in a place without arousing suspicion. He had developed a practice that could respond to the unforeseen forces and attractions of place and people. He writes:
Walking had returned to me a greater set of possibilities. And why walk, if not to create a new set of possibilities? Following serendipity, I added new routes to the mental maps I had made from constant walking in that city from childhood to young adulthood, traced variations on the old pathways. Serendipity, a mentor once told me, is a secular way of speaking of grace. (Cadogan 2016) That was in Jamaica, as a black man amongst other black people, where the colour of his skin didn't amount to anything much. When he came to United States, first to New Orleans, and then to New York, his pedestrian poetics, so subtle, so nuanced, didn't amount to anything much. What counted was the colour of his skin. He found himself an object of fear and of mistrust and contempt. He would dress in a way that attempted to deflect the apprehensions that anticipated him (ultra conservative); he learnt the submissive politeness needed to talk to a police officer so as not to be verbally and physically abused (or worse). If walking-whileblack was already a suspicious activity, running-while-black was an invitation to violence:
One night in the East Village, I was running to dinner when a white man in front of me turned and punched me in the chest with such force that I thought my ribs had braided around my spine. I assumed he was drunk or had mistaken me for an old enemy, but found out soon enough that he'd merely assumed I was a criminal because of my race. (Cadogan 2016) Angles are not freely chosen, angles are deadly.
Adequacy of Forms
I was, as they say, 'art school educated', which to some means not really educated properly.
Apart from Friday mornings when we did something called 'contextual studies', we only ever had one class and it was continual: it was called 'studio practice'. Tutors sometimes came round to talk to us. The only formal aspect of 'studio practice' was 'THE CRIT' and this always seemed to involve a form of ritual humiliation as one of us (and it was never clear if it was our 'work' or ourselves that were to be critiqued) were subjected to the general indifference, misunderstandings, or derision of everyone else. It wasn't really a 'crit' unless someone, usually the person undergoing the crit, ended up in tears. I guess this was a form of tough love designed to prepare us for a cold, unfeeling world that might also be indifferent and derisive about our art. This was a decade before there was anything like 'learning outcomes' or 'assessment criteria' that could be used to mitigate the emotional turmoil of such practices and alienate the process on a whole different level. It was mystifying. We had no idea what would count as good work or how we were being judged. The usual blather about originality and expressivity was used to prop-up what seemed like arbitrary decisions that we had a sneaky feeling were simply based on favouritism.
With a headful of politics and a shelf-full of theory, I and some like-minded friends (OK, one friend), set up a magazine (OK, two folded photocopied sheets) to interrogate this so-called education! With indignation coursing through every grumpy sentence, we demanded answers (though of course we doubted that there would be any response to our unanswerable critique). We got a rather lovely letter in return from the Dean of the college who thanked us for engaging in such an important debate. The letter went on to suggest that the fundamental goal of an art practice (and it would be this that we would be assessed on)
was its capacity to generate a form that could be adequate to the ideas we wanted to articulate. Our task was to craft forms that could productively present and interrogate the ideas we were keen to explore. These forms would act as vehicles and machines that would not just convey thoughts and feelings, but would be generative in amplifying them or exposing them to a form of duress in such a way that something unforeseen might emerge.
We published the Dean's letter in the second edition of our magazine, which, I'm afraid to say, was also the final edition.
It might have been at this time that I learnt a sentence that I think was written by section breaks and boxes appear to interrupt any straightforward linear progression, were not something our students followed.
We clearly 'taught' Mulvey and Bourdieu, but not their forms, not their aesthetic labour. The aesthetic procedures and conventions we taught were being conducted elsewhere.
It wasn't hard to spot a good deal of it in documents on library websites, in module guidance notes (particularly those related to assignments), and in the responses to their assignments that we gave to our students. Sometimes it was an explicit set of commands; sometimes it was a tacit knowledge that was being passed on via trial and error and peer-to-peer rumour.
These conventions and procedures resulted in the 'undergraduate essay', which might give rise to the 'postgraduate essay', which might, if no one was particularly vigilant, give rise to the 'doctoral thesis'. I don't want to dismiss these standardized forms: Raymond Williams shows us that those who rail against the conventions of the day are necessarily offering another set of conventions to take their place which will at some point seem ossified and routine (Williams and Orrom 1954, pp. 15-25) . The undergraduate humanities and social science essay, standardized in so many ways, is a pedagogic machine which is also an enabling machine. The conventions of the 'case study' and textual analysis enables students to focus on specific arguments and objects. The undergraduate essay is a humility machine in that it shows them (via aspects like a literature review) that the students are working within a field that has already been well cultivated. It is an investigative machine because it encourages students to stress-test their interpretations of the world by connecting them to theoretical procedures. It is also a negatively disciplinary form, of course, and disenables students from randomly stringing together opinions that aren't supported or informed by reading or research.
These conventions produce sensitivities. The aesthetic forms of the final outcome (the essay) establishes frameworks for the readings and explorations that proceed them. Again, any criticism of this state of affairs has to recognise how inescapable habit is, as well as being able to gauge the productivity of such conventions (the shared discursive space it creates, the way it engages with the terms of an argument rather than just the outcome, and so on). But we also need to be mindful of the desensitising that these aesthetic procedures produce. For instance, one of the aspects that this essay form often discourages (though this differs from discipline to discipline) is description: the inevitability of the leap from the naming of phenomena to the interpretation and critique of the phenomena often makes description seem like an unnecessary luxury, or an obligatory rote-march that is best undertaken hastily and efficiently. And yet description (and extravagant description at that) might be the aesthetic work that is necessary to break a circuit of repetitive interpretations and critiques. Indeed, it could be argued that description constitutes the animating energy of 
Descriptions and Evocations
You can hear the voices everywhere. It's often a low murmur rather than a rallying cry. But the voices are getting stronger. They were there all the time, of course. It's not really a demand; more like a recognition that beyond or before all the pomp and bluster of opinion and critique lies something substantial, unfinishable and persistently intriguing; that to the side and underneath the cleverness of an interpretation or the rigour of a method lies a practice that calls to novelists and ethnographers, geographers and geologists, historians and botanists, parents and children, talkers and listeners. And that practice is the practice of description.
'How do you feel?' 'Oh you know; I've been better… it's just that I can't see any end to it. It's like, it's like…' 'I know, everything is going to shit, everywhere seems to have taken a turn for the worst, I can't bear the way that…'
As Sharon Marcus, Heather Love and Stephen Best suggest, academics rarely declare their love for description: '"That talk was wonderfully descriptive; let's give him the job" -said no one ever' (Marcus, Love & Best 2016: 1) . And yet they also recognise that description is what most academic writing has to do at some point as it tries to apprehend the world.
You can hear the voices of description calling explicitly in some of the best current Cultural Studies writing. You can hear it (and see it) in Kathleen Stewart's anthropologically nuanced descriptions of the ordinary affects that she pays attention to, and feels-out in sidewalks, cafes, neighbourhoods, parks, in kitchens, in larders, in doorways and downtowns (2007, 2008, 2016) . You can hear it in the many voices that want us to be suspicious about the hermeneutics of suspicion and want us to provide more substantial alternatives to its paranoid pleasures (Felski 2015 , Sedgwick 2004 ). And it is there, of course, and in spades in those works with more literary ambitions to evoke a time, a place, a person, a situation, a sensation, an object, a mood, a context.
But description is never simply a raw empirical apprehension of the world. It is already a form of interpretation. To choose to describe a slightly out-of-focus photograph as 'distorted' rather than 'blurred' is already to set off at an angle, already to invoke forms of interpretation. The world appears to us as already the product of our collective apperception (what else is it that we call culture?). Isn't lightning already jagged, even before it has sparked? Doesn't it already 'streak' across the sky (rather than tear through it) before the storm has 'brewed'? Metaphors and adjectives are part of our 'at hand' world. The cliché is what we already have to grasp the world. And to grasp the world in all its worldliness might not require the endless search for the un-coined phrase, the unused metaphor, the brand new analogy: it might mean looking more closely at those clichés and the adjectival world closest at hand, so that we can linger a little longer at the level of description.
There is no single correct description. Which means that we are in a world of evaluation, a world where descriptions need to be described, and investigated for their productivity. Description stretches from a tautological insistence on singularity ('a rose is a rose is a rose', which is already to acknowledge that a 'rose' is also a sign of something else, something that it is not) to an endlessly recursive attempts to exhaust a phenomenon through descriptive cascades. Description, then, is often, and necessarily both a form of vigilance (avoiding the immediate cultural reflex, weighing possible adjectival directions) and a form of self-reflexivity (in describing this rock in this way I am purposefully not describing in that way). And this is where description, for Cultural Studies, can offer a 'more open-ended comportment' (Bennett 2010, p. xv) : 'We see and want to encourage the essential generosity that can attach to description as a practice when it attends not only to its objects but also to the collective, uncertain, and ongoing activity of trying to get a handle on the world' (Marcus, Love & Best 2016, p. 4) . Getting a handle on the world would be an impossible task without description and without the fussy, fidgety activity of constantly recasting description.
Everything Communicates
He lost the set of filters that would allow him to edit the world. He started moving through the world every which way. Instead of angles, his direction was diffuse, scattered, saturated. To him everything communicated, and communicated directly. Every piece of junk mail was directed to him personally. And he would reply. And by replying his details (particularly his address) would be passed on to other junk mailers. And so it continued, and so it grew. Sex cards in the few remaining telephone boxes around London called out to him personally with promises of 'Fuck Fests'. Nothing could be let go of. He became a hoarder.
Unable to cope with the sheer welter of things he seemed to be sinking beneath his connection to things.
It was clearly a health hazard.
They called me in to try and persuade him to clear out some of his boxes. They were worried that in an emergency, a fire for instance, he would be trapped. They worried about the smell. They feared that vermin might be attracted. You couldn't move around his two rooms, except gingerly. You had to follow a tightly delineated path, along the sides of chests and teetering boxes. His shower was piled high with papers, books, clothes, shoes, boxes. It On my first attempt in trying to clear some space in the flat (apartment) all I managed to do, after an hour, was to get him to surrender a few newspapers and some old envelopes. A sop for the turncoat. He wasn't giving anything much away. I kept getting distracted. It was all too interesting. Amongst the junk mail was a life: some of it was in photographs. There was a collaged frieze he had made using a decoupage method. It could have been from the 1930s but I think, judging from the clothes, it was the 1970s. There were plenty of bits and pieces that I recognised because they had a link back to his childhood, which was the same childhood (almost) as my mother's (his sister). The green glass paper weights had once been my grandfather's. I had one in my home as well. But there were loads of other things that piqued my interest. I tried to get him to tell me about them. He was fairly deaf so it was always hard to know if he had heard. He told stories about the past and often complained about the present, especially about the constant hassle he got about the amount of stuff he had in his room.
I suggested once that he could get rid of an old collapsible chair that was resting on top of one of the huge towers of boxes. It looked broken to me, and I didn't see how he could have any use for it. I have never seen anyone look so affronted, so shocked and frightened.
How could he possibly get rid of that?
He came up with a solution about the hoarding that seemed to work for him. He had, he told us, actually cleared out his entire flat, and it was now spotless. It just wasn't this particular flat. It was the other flat (the one that didn't exist), the one that was exactly the same as this one, the one you had to cross London and then take a train out into the countryside to get to. It had been exhausting clearing that flat out and he was as sure as hell that he wasn't simply going to do that again with this other flat (the one that did exist). So, stick that in your pipe and smoke it.
He spent the daytime walking around London and we got worried that he would get into some sort of altercation. He would often leave a café without paying for his food.
Luckily most of the café owners knew him and were happy to help him. But what if he went somewhere where he wasn't known, or managed to upset someone by getting upset himself?
He did end up having a fall, somewhere around Piccadilly Circus. He was hospitalized. Then sectioned. He'd probably had a series of small strokes as part of his fall. He didn't recognise me again.
Angles and Orchestrations (Again); Or Conjunctures and Forms
For many, the loadstone of Cultural Studies has been 'the conjuncture'. For some Cultural Studies is another name for 'Conjunctural Studies'. What, you may ask, is a conjuncture? Simply put, it is where things come together. Indeed, it might be that Cultural Studies itself is best treated conjuncturally: 'Cultural Studies appears and remains on the scene', wrote Stuart Hall in 1988, 'as an intellectual and political space between a number of intersecting, intellectual, and academic disciplines' (Hall 2016, p. 40) . A conjuncture names the configuration of various 'levels' or 'aspects' of life at a particular moment: the political, the ideological, the economic, the artistic, and so on. But more than that it names the peculiar character and pattern that such a configuration takes. And because the orchestration of the configuration isn't stable, and because it articulates different characters and patterns across time, a conjuncture is never simply a settled state, it is also the movement from one state of affairs to another. The genealogy of the term 'conjuncture' is Marxist, but more specifically it signals a form of Marxism that wants to show its sophistication and its distance from forms of economic determinism, primarily through the way it can describe the complex intermingling of a range of determinants that would include the economic and the 'mode of production', but would also include all those other areas of ideas and ideology, of philosophy, of political formations, of class consciousness, and so on. To make matters even more complicated the 'relative autonomy' of these different aspects have their own temporalities and tempos, their own rhythms and durations, their own force and scope. For Louis Althusser (with a slight nod to the historian Fernand Braudel) writing in 1968:
For each mode of production there is a peculiar time and history, punctuated in a specific way by the development of productive forces; the relations of production have their peculiar time and history, punctuated in a specific way; the political superstructure has its own history…; philosophy has its own time and history…; No doubt there is much that could be said about Althusser at this point, and much that could be said about the way that Cultural Studies both adopted and adapted the idea of the conjuncture. 5 What I want to notice, though, is the complex orchestrations that are being imagined with this notion of conjunctures: not only is a range of intersecting social and cultural arenas being imagined as converging (and diverging), entangling (and disentangling), and harmonizing (and conflicting); they are all moving at different speeds, with different durations in play, syncopated by different forces and interruptions. We might want to ask what aesthetic forms are going to offer the best way of revealing such complex orchestrations: surely coloured pens will be involved at the very least, or 3D modelling, or graphs and computer graphics showing the lags and leaps of particular formations, and the way that a formation will seem to come into the foreground while other formations sink into the shadows?
The idea of the conjuncture was, of course, central to thought of the late Stuart Hall.
In reading the interviews he undertook towards the end of his life, I was struck by the way that he describes conjunctures, the evidence he marshals, and the sorts of procedures he undertakes to recognise them. Put away those coloured pens! Of course an interview is not the place for discussing the technical procedures of a methodology, yet it is worth following a line of thought as he develops a discussion of the 'conjuncture' when he talks to Les Back.
To start with he stays close to the Marxist tradition:
I really believe that the work [of recognising a conjuncture] is done by historical specificity, by understanding what is specific about certain moments, and how those moments come together, how different tendencies fuse and form a kind of configuration -never one that's going to last for ever, hegemony never does, it always has unruly elements and it's always struggling to master a terrain etc. And those forces are going to produce a shift to another conjuncture. (Hall & Back 2009, p. 665) It speaks the same ambition, to register something like the totality of relations as they are configured at a particular moment, normally a moment of change, with a strong sense of their dynamic orchestration (tendencies fuse, elements are unruly, struggle is always there). And yet when it comes to the intellectual labour involved in registering a conjuncture something else emerges, something that looks a lot like 'intuition': The conjunctural moment, in this instance, is a complex configuration that includes: the 'sun setting' on a history dominated by colonial relations; an economic recalibration as finance capital is concentrated in various manufacturing industries; the consolidation of anti-black racism (as distinct from anti-Semitism) as an activist presence, which will lead to the National Front; a class-consciousness (which is also a class-unconsciousness) amongst white working class, who can't recognise these abstract Young Englanders and their families (Hall 1967 ) as fellow workers, and instead misrecognise them as a threat that is at once economic and sexual. And on top of this a situation where the experiences of living a multicultural life (among concrete Young Englanders who are often their friends and colleagues) is absolutely divorced from the politicisation of immigration. In this historic arena Stuart Hall moves at an angle (as well all do, of course), and his directed trajectory renders that conjuncture especially vivid and concrete: he is both 'you' and 'them', both paternal figure, and the figure crouching inside a besieged house with rocks being thrown at it.
The Many Lives of Cultural Studies
Cultural Studies' writerly forms, and the experiments that drive them, desire at least three conditions: a condition of complexity (complex enough to allow for conjunctural configurations to be articulated); a condition of vividness (in the attempt to describe the worldliness of cultural forms and the angles that intersect with them); and finally a condition of popular realism (in the attempt to talk beyond the confines of the academy, and to constitute possible new Cultural Studies audiences). Such a desire is a utopian project. It would be highly unlikely if there could be a single writerly form that could meet all these conditions, but utopia isn't a state of affairs that is given in advance but a method for imagining (and working towards) different kinds of futures (Levitas 2013) .
One possible direction for achieving manageable complexity is suggested by Hans Ulrich Gumbrecht's book of a single year -1926 (1997) . It is clearly an experiment in presenting a historical moment as an enormous configuration of 'elements' (technologies, cultural practices, ideas, and so on) moving in an out of focus across a number of geographical sites (primarily Berlin, Buenos Aires, and New York, but also taking in other national cultures). The elements (called 'arrays') include Jazz, telephones, mummies, assembly lines (and so on) and could be seen as an attempt at itemising the 'simultaneous non-synchronicity' of any contemporary moments as different elements of a conjuncture get calibrated as emergent, residual, dominant, in their claims for the modern. Each of the arrays includes contemporary testimony (from newspapers, novels, letters, etc.) and each array is linked to a range of other arrays. This is followed by a set of 'codes' which draws out a number of coded themes that forge configurations across the arrays but don't exhaust their configuring abilities (there could be other codes that you would make after reading the arrays). This is followed by a section on 'codes collapsed' as the codes are refined through meta-thematic connections. Lastly the book is finished with two meta-methodological chapters that offer ways of describing the form of the book. But what gives it its intense vividness is the distinct angle that allows for transversal connections to be forged between the national discourse on cleanliness (which could be found in magazine journalism and advertisements for cleaning products) and the torturing practices The -criticism part comes in the risky leap of taking the story to a different "world"' (Muecke 2016, p. xii) . We need to pursue these new pathways as we leap into different worlds…
Conclusion
Aesthetics matters not just because it names the forms we generate so as to perform Cultural Studies (or any other kind of study for that matter). It matters because it names the matter and mattering of our living. It names the racialized 'profiling' that a cop performs when he or she pulls over one person and not another (what are they 'going on' apart from phenomenal forms of clothing, skin pigmentation, hair styles, comportment?). It names the sense-making and feeling-out that constitute our day-to-day lifeworlds: the angles that draw us across a crowded room; the trajectories of our practised improvisations; the attunements and attachments of our interactions. It names the forms that our institutions take and the styles they have of inveigling us into particular ways of operating. It names our everyday practices of editing and ordering, and sometimes our inability to edit and order. It names our whelmings: the constant overwhelming and underwhelming (and that bit in-between, that denotes just the right amount of submersion into a phenomenal situation). It names the distributions and circulations of 'things that matter (or not)', 'things to be concerned about (or not)', 'things to perceive (or not)', 'things to be attentive to (or not) '. 7 To move from a position that thinks it is important to recognise the world as having aesthetic forces that are basic to how the world is orchestrated, to then asserting that it is important that we reflect on our own aesthetic choices in apprehending and registering this world would seem logical. Aesthetic decisions name how we apprehend this world (whose voices we hear and listen to, which places we evoke and invoke, and our sensitivities to a myriad of angles and orchestrations) and how, in turn, we shape it into something that can be communicated (as vivid description, as complex conjuncture, as a different form of popular realism). To self-reflexively perform Cultural Studies, as an aesthetic writing practice, might be the best route to engaging with the world in the most direct and most material way.
